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But the Right Honourable George Lansbury's
venerable reputation is too secure to be impaired
by the sudden national pursuit after Quislings
and Fifth Columnists. Cabinet Ministers and
Members of Parliament come to the Abbey; even
the Prime Minister is represented by his dynamic
red-haired secretary, Mr. Brendon Bracken. In
a world of nations crying hatred and destruc-
tion on their brothers, the familiar lesson from
i Corinthians xiii sounds strange with its insist-
ence that charity never faileth and without it
we are as sounding brass or tinkling cymbals.
Some of the men and women who listen half*
consciously for the distant sound of guns across
the Channel feel that this Memorial Service is
held not for George Lansbury alone, but for
European civilisation suicidally destroying itself
and now unable to arrest the tide of fearful
slaughter.

With pale, strained faces and throats half
closed by rising emotions, the congregation cries
to its God of Mercy in the all too appropriate
final yerse of the only hymn:

"Lord,, by-the stripes which wounded Thee,
From death's dread sting Thy servants free,
That we may live, and sing to Thee

Alleluya!"

^On the same day and at the same hour, a very-
different ceremony is taking place in another